^70         THE  MEMOIRS  OF JACQUES  CASANOVA
When I came to settle my accounts I found I was poorer
by a thousand sequins than on my arrival in Milan, but I
had been most extravagant. I got some letters of credit from
Greppi for Marseilles, and one of ten thousand francs for
Genoa, and after having kissed the hand of the beautiful
Spaniard who had attempted my life, and thanked her for
her hospitality, I left Milan, and have never been there
since.
My travelling companion, who out of regard for herself
and her family I will call Crosin, was charming. She looked
<rery well bred, and her reserve showed she had been care-
fully educated. She passed as my niece, and I meant to hand
her over to her father without seeking to gain her confidence
or make her love me. She told me as we travelled that she
was sure that M. de Sainte Croix would never have aban-
doned her had he not felt sure that she had found an hon-
ourable protector in me.
CI admire your sentiments, mademoiselle, but I cannot
share them. In my opinion, Croce (for that is his real
name) behaved liked a scoundrel; for, after all, he could
not count on me with certainty. He did not love you, or he
could not have left you in such a position.5
£On the contrary, he adored me; but there was no alter-
native, he must either have abandoned me or killed himself
and me.5
'Neither the one nor the other; he should have sold
everything he possessed and taken you home. You could
have gone quite cheaply to Genoa, and from there by water
to Marseilles. But I am wrong to blame him, for I see you
still care for him.'
'I own it, and pity him. I shall never see him again, and
I shall never love another man. My mind is made up. I shall
go into a convent. My father will forgive me; I was blinded
by love.'
'You would have left Milan with Croce if he had asked
you, even on foot?'
cOn foot, and in rags. It would have been my duty to

